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Brixton Road, where, if anywhere, you should
find true London. You talk to the shop-keepers.
This one came from Southampton, the other
from Cardiff, another from Colchester. Try
Camden Town. Talk to the stall-keepers, who
look as Cockney as any figure drawn by a comic
artist to represent the Cockney. This one is a
gipsy, the other from Suffolk, another from
Berkshire. Wherever you go, you find that the
"typical London crowd" is composed mainly
of people who were born far from London.
After ten or fifteen years they call themselves
Londoners but on challenge they collapse to
Birmingham or Liverpool or Leeds.
It is the same all over the seven hundred
square miles. Scratch a self-styled Londoner
and you find a provincial. London has a bad
name for crime, while actually the Londoner is
a good law-abiding fellow. I doubt if twenty
per cent, of London crime can be traced to true
Londoners; the bulk of it is the work of these
expatriated provincials. They have taken Lon-
don. They have taken ojjr restaurants, our
bars and our clubs. They have taken the best
jobs. They have given themselves the leading
roles on the London stage. They have pushed
the Londoner right off the main streets, and
compelled him to retire to the back streets. I
don't complain of the success of their drive;
the Londoner has allowed it, and deserves his